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L. SANDERSON.

N N N

T TOLD OF SIBY

Eccentric Career of the

Bea

|
S

utiful American.

Sanderson sang for the last time

@ the United States, but not in New York. |

Her farewell performance was in Phila-
delphia. She had gung at the Metropolitan
Qpera House in the preceding week. Her
sppemi alic tnere wus made not as Manon,
the character she had sung more than
times, but as Juliette.

A great deal depended upon that per-
formanoce for the American prima donna.
She had not been successful on her pre-
vious visit to this country and her tour
throughout the country had not been in
the nature of a triumph.

She complained that she was suffering
the fate of the prophet in his own country.
Her contraot called for only one appearance
at the Metropolitan, so it was of the utmost
importance to Miss Sanderson that she
should put her best foot forward on this
occasian.

The Saturday of the matinee was cold
and overcast. Snow threatened and coat
oollars were turned up high. Most of the
principal singers at the opera house arrive
early when they are going to sing—some-
times two and a half hours before the cur-
tain rises.

At a quarter to 2
Miss Sanderson.
dressing room to give the quarter of an
hour warning. He reccived no answer.

there was no sign of

Pushing open the door he found that |
Her mald had |

been there and all the preparations for her |

the singer was not there.

arrival had been made. The costumes
were in readiness and the cosmetics were
spread over the table.
had gone out to look for her mistrees.

Whent the word went round that the |
prima donna had not even arrived, con- |

L

The call boy went to her |

| marriage.
The friend to whom ghe composedly |

| that she didnt even know that the hair
was falsa and wouldn't believe that such a
i thing was true

{  *Well, I'll show you that it {s,” Mrs. Terry
aswered, as she seized the top part of the wig
and lifted it from her head, revealingonly
a fow wisps of hair on the top.

The two serious Englishmen who were
present, both of them high in the diplomatio
service and both men of title, stared at her
i with unconcealed amazement. When she
i had stepped to a mirror and rearranged
! the wig she looked as beautiful as ever.

j Miss Sanderson became somewhat of
| an enigma to her friends during the latter
; years of her life, and her delightful irre-
sponsibility sometimes had serious con-
sequences that made it seem less attractive,

One instance of this kind was noticed not !

very long ago, when, to the astonishment

of her friends, the singer announced her
| eagagement to & man she had known only
" a few months.

Shortly before she announced that ehe
was engaged to marry this man she held
out one of her beautifully shaped and dain-

| tily kept hands to one of her friend.

“Don’t you see,” she asked of the woman,

| *my beautiful solitaire is gone ?"

The diamond was a superb stone, given
| to her by Antonio Terry at the time of their
It was said ta be worth $3,000

made this statement stared at her in amaze-
ment.

“Yes,” rcpeated the singer, “it is gone. !
{ It was stolen by the man who is in love with
Then the mald | me,

I know it, for he has confessed that he
took it and sold it."

for many years, and this statement aston-

The woman had known Miss Sanderson |

sternation prevailed on the stage. Mes-  shed her. Miss Sanderon said she was not
mengers were started breathless to the going to have the man arrested or dismies
singer's hotel, while the telephone bells = him or do anything of the kind. She simply
rang nervously: | seemed to feel toward him the resentment
In the midst of this excitement one of the ' of a child against somebody who had taken
doormen brought word that thers was a a toy.
strange lady at the wrong entrance to the A month later she told the same woman
opera house who might be Miss Sanderson. that she had decided to marry this man.
It was she. In a beautiful gown, cut low “] can't expect you to congratulate me,”
in the neck and covered with a sable cloak she said, “for I told you once that he was
that was not even buttoned at the collar a thief
the prima donna was scolding her cabman = decided that I will be much happier if I

But he was very sorry and I have |

for having brought her to the wrong en-
trance.

The cold wind blew her skirts about her
feet and the snow was falling. But she
was standing with her neck bare, talking as
unconcernedly as if she were in the mild
summer air.

“Miss Sanderson, do come in!® called
the stage manager. “We had just notified
Mile. Seygard to come and sing your part.
Do hurry in."”

“Is it 80 late?” inquired the soprano with
her most engaging smile. “I had no idea
of it."

8o the performance began half an hour
late. The intermission after the first act
lasted for nearly an hour because Miss
Sanderson had taken cold while she was
standing on the sidewalk, and had to have a
physician to treat her throat so that she
could finish the opera. This last appear-
ance was typical of many occasions on
which it was important for her to do her
best

Miss Sanderson's last days were made

marry him.”

But she never did so and after a few
woeks her interest in this unusual kind of
lover waned.

During her last vigit to the United State
she became en-aged to Count Fitzjames
and was to have been married to him on
her return But as he was divorced and
Miss Sanderson was a Roman Catholic,
the engagement was broken. It was said
at the time of her death that she was en-
gaged to Count Leon Tolstoi, a nephew
of the novelist

Miss Sanderson, who had appeared ten-
tatively as Maenon before that time was
at the height of her success when she sang
in “Esclarmonde,” which Jules Massenet
had written for her during the Paris Expo-

she aroused in the hearts of the Parisians
nev r grew cold

It was only necessary to anncunce Miss
Sanderson in “Manon® and the Opéra
Comique was certain to be sold out. Miss

comfortable by one reward. She had from | Sanderson's protégée. the Scotch-Ameri-

Antonio Terry's estate an income which
enabled her to live comfortably; that is to
say. as comfortably as any woman so ex-
travagant as she was ever could., Her
debts before her marriage were very large,
and these, singularly enough, her husband
refused to pay.

He said that she should have everything
che wanted that her money oould provide
after she had become his wife, but he re-
fused to pay any of the debte contracted
before her marriage. So she always had
the thought of those obligations to worry
her, although that never restrained her
extravaganoe.

There waa always in France a very exag-
Fnud impresaion as to the value of the

'erry fartune and it yas placed much higher
among the millions than it belonged. So
the beautiful American, whose taste in dress
was exquisite, bad all the credit she wanted
with the Paris seamstresses.

Her ocostumes as Manon were always
beautiful and she wore in New York a
superh diamond chain that fell to her knees.
Somebody was bold enough to ask her
onoe At dinner in New York if the dlamonds
‘were genuine.

*Of course not,” she answered, with the
beautitu) smile that always won over every-
body who tried to be her enemy or hold
her reaponsible for any of her peculiarities,
“they could not possibly be real diamonds.
Poor little Manon would have had to be
awfully rich to accumulate as many aa that.”

But as a matter of fact they were real

dlamonds and Antonio Terry had given |

them to her just before they salled on the
mame steamer for New York.
When her Paris creditors realized that

Mrs. Terry wae not going to pay the debts .

oontracted before her marriage they began
to attach her salary wherever she sang
in Paris. So that it happened that for
her recent appearances there she received
practically nothing. The salary went to

the dressmakers who were always 8o willing |

to give her credit.

For th's reason she lost in a measure
her enthusiasm for appearing in Paris,
even when she felt well enough. It was
only a few months before her death that

she petitioned the courts to prevent her |
creditors from ocontinuing their attempts to |

secize her income and to ocompel them to
be satisfied with a certain share of it.

It was three years ago that Miss S8ander-
#on lost so much hair as the result of illness,
worry and hot crimping irons that she
was compelled to have her head shaved
and take to a wig. But few persons would
have known that it was a wig. It was
~t. a dinner in Paris that she showed her
contempt for any prejudice against wear-
ing other persons hair.

Tho_dlnnermform;lsndmangthol

guests were several jpersons of exalted
wocial position, whose sense of their per-
sonal dignity was increased by the fact
that they were English. Miss Sanderson,
or Mra, Terry as she was called in soolal
life, was one of the party. She was in
mourning for her husbard, wore white

that evening and looked especially
beautiful.
“Sibyl," sald her hostess as the dinner

your hair s0 beautifully done as it Is to-
night It is charming.*®

“You are saying that,® the an-

;i‘:qm.ood. “because you know that it's o
’l‘i:ohau-muhm.uﬂhdm
the oompu‘lms sincerely. Ebe protested

can ringer Mary Garden, who is now so
well liked at the Opéra Comique, has made
her greatest success in this same opera of
Massenet's But she has never taken her

predecessor’s place in the hearts of the
| Paris publio

| It is a asingular commentary on the finan-
| clal sucoess of American girls that Miss
| Sanderson, who was much more popular
i in Paris than the majority of those that
\ attempt to ging there, never earned
| enough to pay for the costumes she wore.
Of course she dressed with exceptional
extravagance. But her family are scid
to have epent most of t e little fortune
that remained to them in the struggle
to pay her expenses until her marriage
with Antonio Terry made it possible for
her to pay them herrelf.

Mias Sanderson had a very small operatio
répertoire, and until she came to the United
States she had sung only n French B8he
sang in “Thals,” “Le Mage” and “Phryne*
and in ®Rigoletto,” “Romeo et Juliette®
and “Faust.” All but the Massenet operas
ehe had sung at the Thédtre de la Monnaie
in Brussels.

That engagement followed her first season
at the Opéra Com'que and she was only
25 then. It was during th a year at Brus-
sels that her name was first oonnected
with public matters outside of her own
profession.

When the Crown Prince of Belgium died
mysteriously there was a oloud of scandal
| and secrecy floating over the tragedy.
Miss Sanderson's name was mentioned,
although she declared then, as in subse-
quent cases, that her name had been drag-
| ged into the affair by the Continental press
i without the least shadow of justification, as
she had not even known Prince Baudouin.

i It waa certainly true that her name wans
, on the least ‘F}x;oux'. dragged into all kinds
of stories e last of these referred to
' her attempted su'cde at Budapest, and
she and her family vehemently denied it.

Dur ng her brief career Miss Banderson
was extravagantly generous with all the
persons to whom she took a fondnees.
And she was absolutely free from jealousy
of her colleagues, even when their sucoess
waa much greater than her own,

One of the singers in the Grau company
when Miss Sanderson made her second
visit to this country had been a fellow
' student of hers in Paris. This woman
now stands {n the front rank of the world's
| lneqera. Miss Sanderson often contrasted
| their careers: but it was with regret for
| herself and admiration for her friend—
| never with envy or rancor. Buch a dis-

position in an artist is rare.
| After she returnad lntoJ Paris frgm ‘tlgs
| oountry a year ago anuary, destin
| never to a| in publio again, Miss S8an-
| derson mppeu:l\.rlwcl to come back once
| more to the heart of the publio that con-
' tinued so loyal to her. She was to sing at
| the Opéra Comique in Raynaldo Hohn's
“La Carmélite.”

Possibly it was just as well that she could
{ not accept this engagement since the opsra

turned out a complete failure. But at the

! time it seemed & misfortune that her af-
i faire of the heart,which had so much inter-
fered with her prnfessional career, pre-
vented her appsarance. She was just then

{ absorbed in extricating herself from an
to marry the Count Fitzjames.

S0 her career was consistent even to the

Heor funeral services in Paris the other
day showed the esteem in whioh she was
boﬁbyoou-qu-

[y oppor -
tunity than else to learn her
real qualities.

an
[o] bor’o‘h;rltymd kindness
there was never a question.

bul-‘bm a oolndama that both she and

t— g of
80 muoch to live for.
both that they were

sition of 1880. Bhe was beautifully girlish
in those days and the fervent admiration .
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"AUTO HUNTING IS EXCITING.

BICYCLE COP TELLS OF THE
SPORT UPTOWN.

Women Take Arrest Harder Than Men
—How the Man on the Wheel Catohes
the Red Devii—ChauafTeurs and Others
Getting Wary—Mishaps of the Hunter.

marked the bicycle policeman.
But they are still wild enough, and this

*They're not as wild as they were,” re- |
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come along. This settles the argument
with most; but, say you ought to have heard !
how I had it handed out to me a while ago, /
and by a big millionaire, at that.

“You'd "' thought he'd learned to talk
on a cattle ship, He was goin' to have me
run out of the department inside of & week.
1 was to be diggin' ditches Accordin’ |
to him my job wasn't worth the price of
a beer.

“I held my tongue, and just as soon a8
1 got him up to the desk he calls out:

“ '‘Sargeant, this is the daindest most
dignified cop I ever net eyes on. He oug_ht
to be a Judge, but, by heaven, I'm goin'

is why the members of the bicycle squad | (, have him broke!

with posts on Fifth avenue, Riversice
Drive and the thoroughfares running north
from Central Park don't have to go to
the woods to enjoy the excitement of the
chase,

There is excellent sport with big game
just now, for example, on Eighth avenue,
from the park to Macomb's Dam Bridg=.
With Seventh avenue, north from 125th
‘ street, in a state of belng macadamized,

Eighth avenue offers the most convenient

route to Morris Park, and every afternoon

a procession of automobiles rushes frem

Central Park into the Eighth avenue land-
| scape.

At about 1 o'clock the vanguard appears,
and it is at this time that the bicycle police-
man takes another hitch in his belt, feels
for his stop watch, and sees that his bicycle
is ready for instant action.

“Just notice that big fellow slow up, "ex-
claimed the policeman, hastily interrupting
himself in the act of piloting to the sidewalk
the last of the little girls hurrying to a
nearby school, “The chaffer has me spotted.
He's had his eye peeled for me all the way
from 110th street.

“When they don't see me down there
somewhere they know I'm at this end of
the line, and they stand ready to ease up
When they're going out to the track about
this time of day I usually stay up here 80

as to keep them guessin’, and when they're |

comin’ back, I'm usually down below

“But this don't follow, by any means.
I'm liable to be anywhere, and this is what
; troubles them.

“They hate to go alow along here. You
sea, there's none of the beauties of nature
to admire, like over on the Drive, and then
! a good many of them’s afraid they'll miss
the first race.

“On the way back it's worse yet. They've
got to get home and change their clothes
for dinner, you know, and most likely
they’ve got appointments for the evening.
So when they see a clear space for a block
or two they take a chance and let her out.

“This i8 where 1 come in. TbLe other
afternoon at about five o'clock 1 eraw a
big machine of about forty horee-power
pluggin’ down the avenue like a wild engine.
I held the watch on them, of course.

“Well, they made a block in nine geconds,
i which means about twenty miles an hour.
i I jumpe on my bike and am well in motion
{ when they come up with me.

“‘Stop!' I yells.

“The chap beside the chaffer rsays some-
thing; they all ducks a little lower—the
ladies behind as well— and tLe machine
goes by me like a trotter by a cart boree,
But this don't worry me any. 1 know they
can't shake me, even at a thirty mile clip,
for a few blocks anyway, and I swings in
behind, countin’ on the traffic on one of
the big cross streets to hold 'em till 1 come

p.
“Well, it was just as I say. They had
to slow down at 125th street,and I was right
up with them. They seen they couldn't
lose me, 8o they stopped. And then you
ought to have heard the game o' talk, not
by the men, but by one of the ladies in
behind.

“'Well, if this isn’t an outrage!' she says
to the others. Then she turns to me.
‘Look here, officer,’ she calls out in a fine,
high-toned voice, ‘please let us pass in-
stantly. We have an appointment to din-
ner to-night, and we're late now, We can't
stop here, not a second.’

“I'm sorry for the dinner, madam,’ I
says, as polite as I knew how, bellevin’
that it's the right thing to be a policeman
and a gentleman at the same time, ‘but
your chaffer, anyway, will have to stop long
enough to come around to the station house
and be bailed out.’

“‘But that's imposeible, officer,! she
answered; ‘he’'s the only one that can run
the machine, and this engagement {8 very
important.’

“1 can't help that, madam,’ I told her,
‘I'm here to do me duty. '

“‘Wall, did you ever hear of anything
8o outrageous!' she says to the other lady,
Then she remarks to me again, in a way
that Would freeze you: ‘You seem to be
great on duty, officer. Do you always
do it as well as this?'

“The crowd that had gathered thought
it was funny to see the lady get mad.

“‘For heaven's sake, Nan, keep atill.
We can't argue the matter here,' says the
young fellow in front. ‘Go ahead, officer.
We'll follow you to the station house.’'

“It didn't take them more than five min-
utes to fix up the bail papers—the young
fellow owned a lot of real estate—and then
they got started again, the lady that did
the talkin' still tellin' the others what an
outrage it was.

“It's usually the ladies that has the most
to say when 1'm forced to take an auto-
mobile party to the station house. They
even get highly indignant when I trail their
machine for a little way to give them
warnin’.

“‘There's a policeman who seems to be
followin’ us,' | heard one of them exclaim
one day. ‘What right haa he to? It looks
as if we was under arrest.'

“And yet they're not all so squeamish
about the respectful attention of a fairly
good lookin' policeman like me. I was
 comin' up pretty close to an automobuggy

=

gear to ease her off a bit, when I noticed
the ladies tucked in behind had a kind of
young and coltish look.

“]1 sized them up to he a couple of chorus
girls off Broadway, and I guess [ was pretty
! near right, for all of a sudden one of them
| heaved a bit o' candy at me from a box
they had between them. Then the other
tried her hand at it.

*‘What's the fun back there?” asks the
chap at the wheel.

“‘Oh, we're feedin' the birds, that's all,’
says Mamie. Just then [ got out from
under, to keep the crowd on the walk from
gottin' too much of a laugh on me.

“No, | naturally don't like to bother the
ladies. Besides, the men take their arrest
easier, As a rule they don't say much,
except by way o' telling me that I'm dead
wrong if I think they've been goin' beyond
the speed limit.

“They may have heen travelin’ at a twen-
ty-five-mile clip, and yet from the way
they talk you'd think they had been hittin®
up the pace of a tired turtlea., Why, one
gentleman that I had down at Special Sen-
sions ewore that his machine couldn't go
faster, than eight miles, and yet it wasn't
two weeks afterward that I picks up a
paper and reads of him winning a couple
of races with her. If what he said was

street rollers.

“When they try to bluff me about the
spuved, I don't answer back, but just flash
my stop watch at them and tell them to

one afternoon to tell the fellow at the steerin’ |

right he must have had her up against '

“He was oomin' right along with more
of the same when the sergeant jumps up
out of his chair and tells him that if he |
don't stop threatening au officer In the per-
formance of his duty, he'll send him back
for disorderly conduct. He cools down
after this, gives bail and goes away, but
without 8o much as a word of goodby to me.

“Another time a gentleman steps up to
me on the corner and gets into conversa-
tion. After a little while he makes it known
that he's a lawyer identified with auto-
mobile interests. When we'd been talkin’
a bit he wanted to know, as man to man, |
what was the use of my arrestin' his friends ,
for little bursts o' speed. H

“ ‘Maybe they do like to travel over
your beat at a little over eight miles an
hour, he saye. ‘That's natural. What's
the use of owning an automobile if a man
can't travel in it faster than hecan walk?’

“ ‘With all due reepect for your ability
as a lawyer,’ 1 answers, takin' on a bit of
the professional style myself, ‘I want to
ask you, man to man, &8 you say, whetter
vou think it would be wite and eensible
for me to arrrange a speed limit of me
own? The law dcoes that, and 1'm rot paid
to make it. If you think the law's wrong,
gor it changed.  You can do it easier than
1 can

“ *This happens to be a school correr)
I went on. ‘Suppoee a machine ccmes
pluggin' along at a twenty-mile clip when
children are crossin'. If some of tlem
don't get killed tley're lucky. If I teea
coon on the gtreet with a revolver in his

! hand, I don't wait till ke kills eomebody

i
|

I
l

topullhimin It'sthesame thing.'

“ ‘Well, officer,’ he says, 'there's such a
thing as bein' too zealous. These pecple
are gettin' gore on you.'

“I told him I wasn't paid for doin' de-
tective work findin' out who was sore on '
me, and rhis ended the argument.

“Yet you'll maybe be surprised to know
that gome of these automobilers, especially
the young chaps, don't mind bein' pulled
in once or twice. I've had 'em yell at me,
and start out to give me a race. l've no
objections; it's my game, and tefcre we
know it we've swung away on a regular
home-stretch spurt.

“It's a hot pace while it lasts. 1 tell you |
that sometimes when I'm pikin' along the |
avenue with children likely to run out, or
wagons to swing around a corner, my !
heart's in my mouth. And I don't always
git them at that.

“One day when I was hittin' it up a little
fox terrier thought he would take a fall out |
of me. Well, he did. 1 e&truck him square
In the back as he came out from the curb, |
and I sailed about ten feet in the air, landin’
nicely in a sittin' down position.

“I can see the chaps in the back seat
of that automobuggy laughin' now as they
dodged into 125th street, and 1'l] bet they'ra
tellin' their fricnds vet how they lost me.

“It don’t happen often that way though.
A little brush like this haa cost some of them
twenty-five. But they don't mindit. As(
say, some of the young chaps rather like it ;
for once because it gets their names in all
the papers as bein' dashin’ divils with their
automobuggies. It sort o' puts ‘hem in
the same class with the Newport swells. |

“Its only on the wet days that they hava '
the laugh on me. lcan't givethema spiel
on account of rlippin' all over the avenue
on the wet asphalt, and they know it. So
they give me a merry smile as they go by.

“That's all right. T have ‘to smile
myself. But if I see them in time I jump |
out in front, and they have to stop or run
me down.

“Once when I had a puncture 1 seen a
white machine comin' along like a runaway.
I grabbed my bike and began waving it in
front of them. Thev tried to go around
me, but T was on the spot. It was like
shoain' a hull, but it worked all right.

“‘Ye're under arrest,’ I raid,

“‘WWhat for?' asked the lad with the big
epecks in a surprised and innocent kind of
way,

“‘Why, for pickin' flowers, of course,’ I
tells him,

“At this they laughed, and on the way
around to the station house the lad with the
specks lighted a big cigar and pullin’ out
another asked me if [ was amenable to a
small token of his regard. When I told him
that I was sorry, but under the present
circumstances 1 couldn’t smoke with him
he laughed again, and aeeing that I couldn’t
ride my wheel on account of the puncture
he invited me to get in and stow the bike
behind.’

“Do yeo want to kidnap me?' 1 arks

m.
“Well, they had a bit o' fun out of it, and
it only cost the lad with the specks a ten
apor.
P But the chaffers is the boy= that don't
like to be pulled, especially if the boss
ain't nlonﬁ. If he ain’t had the fun o' the
speadin’ he don't, as a rule, care about
the fun o' payin' the fine. About every
time I hold up a chaffer he tells me he'll
lose hig job if T don’t let him i(x)'

“But they're wise boys, the chaffers,
They know pretty well where they can
take a chance and where they can't. One
of them told me the other day that it used
to be a cinch for them down on Fifth ave-
nue along the Park, where there was no
cars to Interfere with them. But the de-
pa tment has six extra men down there |
now,

“The chaffers try to cultivate the ac-
quaintance of the bicycle cops. They
know the names of a good many of us,
and some of them have got so they seem
to be able to apot us about ten blocks off.
It's the plain-ciothes men that have been
Eut on in somea of the upper precincts that

as them guessin’,

“You see, when a man's without his
uniform they have to see his face before
they can be sure. This keeps them rub-
berin' at everybody on a wheel in aight
and makes 'em nervous.

“They know us, but by the same token
we know them. I've got in a little book !
the numbers of moat of the machines that
pass here, with notes such as ‘goes slow,’
too fast,” and 8o on. It's a sort of blac
list I keep, and them that's on it are the
ones I usually go after.

“But, as I told you a while ago, they
know we're on to them now, and they're
gettin' tamer. The sport is not as ex-
citin' as it was.”

Flying Machine Progress.

Commandant Renard, one of the military |
directors of the Park of Aérostation at
Chalais-Meudon, speaks hopefully of the
recent performance of the Lebaudy flying
machine, He says:

“Great progress has been accomplished.
It does not seem that M. Juchmeés, the cap-
tain of the Lebaudy, has achieved any-
thing more in speed than his predecessors,
but he has shown immense progress in the
matter of stability, His ba“oon’s equilib-
rium was so perfect that the wind at no
moment had any effect upon it—it held ite

=

—

| course. There was no pitohing, no un-

certainty,

“Thanks to that stability, which shows °
the great care that was given to the con-
struction of the balloon, M. Juchmas was
able to remain in the air for an hour and a
half. He has, therefore, beaten the second
record, that of flying time. Before his
trial three-quarters of an hour was the

longest flight. The experiment at Moisson
is vg:. most interesting was sver made.® |

I to admire. |

' po doubt, but it serves no useful

THE JUDGMENT OF THE SAVAGE

A Bedouin's Preference for the Desert
—8ale of Wives In England—An Abys-
sinlan’s Complaint of DBad Manners
—Happiness In Cities and In Savagery.

*He's just a poor, unenlightenad savaze,”

says the civilized man when he rcads in |

his paper that the Akhoond of Swat or soma
black monarch of Africa has heen making
history agaln by opposing European arms
or customs.

There 18 another side to the story—the
savage's opinion of his critic. On tho
whole he disapproves of his critic as much
as the latter disapproves of him.,

It is a mistake to suppos* that the average
barbarian who visits a big city lika New
York or London is overwhelm»d by what
he sces. As a rule, he is disgustsd. He
goes back to his skin tent in the d2sert or
his hut in the forest fully convinoed that
his way of living is the batter, and that
“he that increas-th knowledge increas:th
sorrow.”

One acute critic of civilization who vis-
ited London was a Bedouin sheik named
Nicola Eyoub Tams. Ho was born and

brought up in the Sahara, and the life of

the desert was bred in his bones.

As a youth he was taken to Cairo and
educated at a Mohammedan college there,
afterward spending five ycars at the uni-
versitics of Heidolbarg and Oxford. He
snoke Arabie, Turkish, Greek, German,
French, English, Spanish and  Persian
fluently.

Knowing civilization and barbarism
thoroughly, he chese the larter and re-
turned to his tribe to spend his life in the
Sahara in preference to European cities.
At dinner in London one evenlng, Jjust
before he returned to Africa, he was asked

“What do you think of European civiliza-
tion?"

“1 would rather he replied.
“I am cating your galt and dwelling in your
tents. It would be discourteous to criticise
you."

But he was urged to speak.

*Oh, go ahead, old fellow,” said his hosts.
“foll us of our faults. Don't mind being

not eay,”

' candid.”

“Well, then,” he began, “I came to Europe
with an open mind, expecting to see much
have been bitterly disap-
pointed. Your system of life is all wrong,
in my eyes.”

“How's that?” he was asked, and
answered:

“Once, according to the legends of my
tribe, there was a wealthy sheik who zaid:

he

‘T will not live in a tent like my fathers.
"I will build me a mighty palace that all

men shall see and admire.' So he spent
his ‘life gathering marble and stone with
vast toil and cost, and built his palace in
the middle of the desert.

“It was the work of his whole life, and,
in order to finish it, he had to sell his slaves
and Lis camels, and waste all his treasure,
At last it was finished, and h:, a decrepit
old man, eaid: ‘Now, I will dwell therein,
and all men shall do me honor." But Allah
caused the giroeco to blow, and in the twink-
ling of an eye the man and his palace were
buried forever beneath the sands of the
desert.

“That is your civilization,” proceeded
the sheikh, after a pause. “You toil ard

| strive and worry and struggle and lose all
| the joy and beauty of life dwelling in smoky

cities—for what? That you may become
wealthy or famous.

“Usually you fail. If you succeed, you
find your success worth nothing. You are

| too ¢ld to enjoy: you have wasted all your

power of enjoyment.

“Your civilization is a marvel of ingenu-
ity, I admit, but it i also a monument of
wasted effort.  You do not make a machine
because it will be a wonderful piece of
mechanism: you make it to do something.
It is made to fulfila purpo: », and ite mechan-
ical ingenuity ie merely incidental.

“But your greatest machine, civilization,
is different, Its processes are wonderful,
Urpoge.
It is a cclossal waste of effort and clover-
ness—as if 1 were to huild a steamship in
the middle of the Sahara.

“The only justification of civilization would
be that it made mankind Lappier. It dres
not. So far as 1 can judge,the Bedouin isa
far happier man than the Londcner.

“What can a man know of happiness when
he lives in a tiny garret, toils all day in a
atuffy officeor a filthy workshop,and is afraid
to strike a bullying foreman lest he shou!d
lose his job?

“Civilization hasmace you all slavee to one
another, and therefore civilization is a fail-
ure. If you are not slaves to an employer
you are c{mimxl to a telephoneor atelegraph
wire or a stock exchangze ticker.

“Yesterday 1 was asked to epeak at a meet-
ing of the Anti-Slavery Society, called to
protest against slavery in Africa. I could
not help laughing.

“Slavery in Africa! The meanest slave
there is freer than your buriness manin Lon-
don. If you want to see glavery, don't go
to barbarian lande. Look airoind you in
your own cities. All the institutions of civil-
ization are nothing but chains and fetters

“Do you remember the Frenchman who
raid, ‘Il tawt saroir garder i' independance
du caur? A civilized man can't do that.

“lam zoinflmck to my people. Lam going
to become what you call a barbarian again,
simply because I want to be free.”

Much the same views were expressed by
King Khama, the Christian chieftian of
South Africa, when he visited Enzland.

“It is all very wonderful,” he said. *“I
gaze with awe on your steamships and rail-
ways, your cities and your machines. But
what is the use of them? Do they make
you any happier or any better?

“I think not. They seem to me to give
you no time to think or to live, I think
our simpler way of living is better,

“At all events, we are freer than you.
(\i’ﬁ'e.do not have to work and worry as you

0.

The moral, social and legal features of
oivilization do not meet with barbarian
approval, and the relations maintained
bhetween the sexes are regarded as ridicu-

ous.
An English doctor named James Alfred
raﬁ. who served for several years in
Afghanistan as court surgeon to the late
Ameer, was once surprised to hear this

' remark from an Afghan nobleman named

Amin Ullah’

“I don’t think it
to sell their wivea.
“But they don't," exclaimed Dr. Gray.

“Pardon me, my friend,” said the Afghan,
reproachfully, “but you know they do,
and, moreover, it is published in the news-
papers when dw,v do so0."

What on earth do you mean?" asked
the doctor.

“l mean this. An English woman be-
comes tired of her husband and prefers
another to him. The man who is preferred
is called the corespondent.

“Straightway the three of them go
fore the kadl ‘magiptmm] and after much
discuassion It is decided at what price the
corespondent shall buy the woman. The
money i8 then paid to the husband and the
shameful story is told in the newspapcrs.
Is that not true?*

This way cf looking at civilized divoroe

ave Dr. Gray a shock. He tried to explain
that it was true, but not quite the whole
truth., But the Afghan thought the pay-
ment of money for alienation of affections

very improper.

E{th!' Vn‘; cried. ‘Take money as the
price of your wife's dishonor, and ot her
f_:oto the other man! It is abominable!

rople of my race act differently. If a
wife prefers another man, the Kushnnd
kills both of them and washes his honor
clean. That is the proper way.”

When the 8hahzada Nasrullah Khan,
the late Ameer's second son, visited England

‘b; right for Englishmen

some years agn, King Edward—then Prince
of Wales ~too, i
the wonders of ?ngu.h d n. Nate

be- !

ne to imprese bim with , Savings Bank askin,

urally, he wanted Nasrullah tc gc back to
his father aund tell him what a marvelloua
country England was., and how necessary
ll.\;'ur for Afghanistan to remain friendly
with her.

The Prince failed utterly, Nasrullah
| was disgusted with the way things are
i managed in England. According tc an

Englishman who was in Kabul when he
returned, he eaid to the Ameer in open
durbar.

“Behold, it is a country of foo's! We
can learn little from England save what to
avoid. The Queen and the Princes have
less power than the eunuchs of your harem.
They do not govern the empire.

“Scorning the decrees of Allah, the rulers
of the land are chiosen by hordes of the
low-bort—the peasants, the pariahs, the
weavers and the smit h=—as if a Lonae should
say. 'l will have this rider and no other.' "
i “But,” raid the Ameer, “they have won-

derful inventions—stearnships, telegraphs,
railways, guns.”

“Aye," said Nasrullah, “but they only
make Lfe more troublesome to live. These
pm)lplt_‘ make toys of their inventions and
enslave themselves 1o them until they think

there is nothing greater in earth or heaven [

 than the work of their hands.

[ “Wa need nothing of theirs,”
cluded grimly, “save
cannon—that we may be avle to keep out
the rest of their civilization,”

Ras  Makonnen, the right-hand man
of King Menelik of Abyssinia, got a poor
opinion of civilization” when he visited
Europe to attend King Edward’s corona-
tion,
his Abyssinian costume in the streets of
London and the smll boys shouted rude
rernarks when he passed by,

“LUsa inad without ianners or dm‘nnry.'

he con-

he said, indigrantly, “We in  Abvssinia
conrteously receive European trave!lars in
their strange parb, and anybody who
mocked them would be severely punished
by the Newus. Bur when [ told an English

prinee tiat his own soldiers had laughed at

me, his guest, he only «aid

“'Oh, vou must not mnd that; it is a way
they hive.'

it seers that the princes have no power
in this tand. The common people—sons
of dogs with the Labits of pizs—are kings."

The courtiers taolidl off by King Edward |
to look after the Ras tried to efface the
memory of his humiliation by giving him a |
good time. They showed him areenals, |
dockyards, thentres cathedrals and every-
thing they thous! t wonld impress him,

It was of no u=e. He asked the questicn
mast Farbarians ask “Do these things make

you anppier or better men?”

The theatres and music halls shocked him

terrihly
[ “How ecan you go to these places to see
fwormen dance g poneleesly, half elothed?”
he exclaimed.  “And not only go, but take
vour wives and cbildren!  You  make
puppet show of vice and then vou eall us
un-ivilized. If this s civilization, if the
drunken men who swarm riotously in vour
streets at pigl te are produced by civiliza-
tion we Abvesinians had better remain
hartariana ¥
& M: konnen's disopprove] of the sou-

Lrette is sh red by most borborir ns, esa-
peci |y if thev cre pood Mohammedrns.
A Moorish vigitor in Mrreei'les w-8 even
more shocked than the worthy Abyssinirn,

“It seens horrible to me* he 8 id, “that
vour Europe n women w=lk with uncovered
f: cea in the streets, r nd t- |k to me openly
rnd ghome'ess'y (& thev choose, even con-
trecicting their own husty nds. But the
women on the st-pes of your the:trea—
we'l, Teannot think of them without shame.”®

i This s82ame Moor w' s taken to n bell in
Prris by a French friend. In silent horror
he wrtched men rnd women dsencing to-
gether, rnd rt lr st conficed to his friend
the orinion thet in a truly civilized country
like Moroceo ench women would be de-
servedly strenglod,

His hostess, t- king pity on his lonelinesa,
ssked whether he wonld e re to dance with
her: but he sternty refused to ha\'ean_vlhix
to do with proceedings which he consider
utterly cenraved,

| " In an Indian hamlet in Veneznela lives

I a well-educated Guaraguanes Indian who
lonce paid a visit to New York. Asked by
a travelier what he thought of that city,
he replied:

| “It is a_wonderful place, truly, and full

, of marvellous thines of which T had not

' even drearned. But the men who live there
must verily be accursed of God and the
saints. How can there be any happiness

"in their lives? They are always rushing
to and fro madly, as if a jaguar pur-
sued them. Better the trees of the forest

than those tall buildings which shut out

the sun.

“Why do men-—wealthy men, I am told
-~imprison themselves in those buildings
all day loneg? Is that the way they were
meant to live? Are they not wasting their
lives in a vain pursuit of gold which will
do them no real good?"

FIGIIT FOR TODI’S $40,000.

The Miser Who Bequeithed a Fortune to
the Woman He Robbed.
SyYRACUSE, May 23.—The strange will of
George Washington Todd, who left his
entire fortune of mnore than $40,000 to Mrs,

Peter Jordan, whose purse he stole fifteen |

years ago, is in keeping with his eccentric
character. Twice a year he visited this
city and every tim= he mada his appearance
on the street he was followed by a crowd
who wondered what Rip Van Winkle had
suddenly com2 to life

Todd was in Syracuse last in the first
part of April. Then, for the first time
in his life,he took a railroad train for Hamil-
ton, Out., near which place he had a sort
of home. He evidently felt that his end

was near, for bafore he laft Hamilton he ,

drew up the will which has already baen

published.

More than thirty years ago Todd made
Yis first appearance at a Syracuse bank.
He was tall and ungainly and unwashed.
His hair looked as it had never heen cut
and his clothes as if they were ready to fall
off. On his shouldar he carried an axe,
which he had usad to chop wond and mike
firer on his journey, for he had come from
Hamilton, Ont., on fnot

At that time he was worth $15,000, which

"he had inherited from a relative. When
| he apprared at the bank with his axe, a
clerk grabbed a revolver and sant a hurry-
up call to the police station, thinking that a
crazy man had come down from the forests

10 clean the bank.

Todd, however, had no belligerent in-

i tentions and laid down his axe and pro-
duced a well-stuffed wallet, the contents
| of which be deposited in the bank. After
liis first appearance he showed up in town
every six months to have his book balanced
up and generally to make new deposits

He continued to walk from Canada and

always trundled a wheelborrow, in which
he carried the notions he pv(ldlnd. He
war never known to stop at a hotel on the
way, but preferred to live like a tramp.
i odd's fuith in investments was broken
! by his loss on a railroad bond which he
! hought esrly in his career. For this he
.w.hf $1,000. Mony years after, learning
that it wes deprecicting in value, he jour-
neyed to New York city on foot to sell it.
It almost broke his heart when he received
only 8282 for it. After that time he was
never known to invest his money, preferring
! to deposit it in suvings banks where interest
wre cert.in,

It bar developed since his death that he
was born in Herkimer county, N. Y., where
he worked as a farm laborer. At the death
of his Vm'en'ﬂ he inherited $15,000.

The habits of a miser davelo?‘od rapidly
in him. It is s«id that once he m:nde a
barguin to work upon u farm and agreed to
ent only two me.is a day on condition
that in return he should have a slight in-
crezse in pay. For a long time he made
trips through the country with his wheel-

| barrow, getting his meals in return for his

wares and sleeping in barns or fields.

The civil war was too much for Todd,
and to esc pe draft end taxes he left for
Canada, where he lived ever after.

About two weeks ago a claim for his money
was sent in by Jennie Yarwood of Rome,
who stid she was a distant relstive of the
dead man and had a note for $5,000 given by
Todd and never paid. In her aﬂlcﬂ
| set forth that she hed been unable to find
Todd's sister, Mrs. Mary Ann Snyder, who
lived near Herkimer, but moved with he
family to Michigan many yeirs ago.

Jennie Yarwood siys she is a great-
granddaughter of a sister of Todd's mother.
Since that time W. J. Dingledime, cashier
of a bank at Harrisonburg, Va., has written
to the officers of the Onondaga Count

ub&\:t Todd in b.hlﬂ
ere.

of some relatives li

their marvellous |

He was indiscreet enought to wear |

vit she ;

OF CHINATOWN,

| SIGHTS TO BE SEEN BY COUNTRY
VISITORS AT 85 A HEAD,

Oplum Smoking and Gambiing Gajore
—0nce a Woman Commitied Sulcide
Nightly for the Benefil of Sightseers,
but the Pellce Stopped That,

By far the most interesting part of New
York city in the eyes of visitors from oug
of town, is Chinatown, which Is invaded by
thousands of sightseers every year Ninety
per cent. of them go at night and are beng
on seeing all the dreadful things which
Chinamen and their Caucasian associatey
are popularly supposed to do  As a result
of this curlosity, a custom of working
off frauds on the visitors has grown up in
Chinatown, and It has proved to be a highly
profitable business all around

Almost everything that visitors to China-
town see nowadays s more or les: fraudu-
lent. Whether the visitors corne by night
1 or by day, the greater part of theentertain-
ment provided by their guides is fraudu-
lent, although they never know it and go
away satisfled that they have seen the real
thing.
| The Chinamen who live in Chinatown
~are not fools, neither are the white women
who associate with them nor the white men
who pick up a living in more or less ques-
tionable ways in the quarter None of
the Chinamen, and certainly very few of
the women, could be induced to make publio
" display of their private lives for money.
but they are not at .l averse to arranging
little exhibitions for the adification of visi-
tors, who pay well, thinking they are see-
ing the real thing

There are fully a score of men of the
“Chuck” Connors type who call themselves
Chinatown guides. They have lived inthe
quarter for years, know evary man and
wornan in it, know the gambling dens,
i the jors houses, the opium joints, in fact,
"are a part of the quarter and well qualified
to show poopla about

The minute a visiting party atrikes China~
town it is takenin tow by one of these guidea
Sometimes the guide meocts the party by
appointiment, for many of them have csne
nections with hotel clerks uptown who toug
for them, but ofteaer tha party wandars
about until a guide picks it up and mikes a
bargain to show it Chinatowa

Of course, the party wants to ses op'um
smoking, a game of fantan in operation,
the quarters of white women who live
with Chinamen, and all the other things
that are part of the quarter. The guide
leads them up dark alleyways througa
winding hallways where thev cannot ses
their hands before their faces, and finally
into little box-like rooms where white
women and Chinamen smoke what is sup-
posed to be opium for their amusement.
All conversation i8 carried on in whispers,
a good deal is said about the police and other
dangers of the expedition, and the visitors
are worked up to a proper state of excite-
ment.

What the Chinamen and women smoke i3
not opium at all. Generally a small piece
of wax is cooked over the lampand inserted
over tho pin-hole of the pipe bowl. A
convenient cigarette In the end of the
pipe's broad stem supplies the smnoke

A few puffs and the 8 noker rolls over in
what app ‘ars to b2 deep slumbsr. The
guida lsais the shiveriag party out, and
warns all hands to keep the matter very

uiet,

Next he finds a Chines»

ambling den

in full operation. Fantan, iness dom-
inoes an am=8 with tho long strip
of cardboard covered with Chines: charac-

ters, are being played. Th tabla I8 covered
with money, ¢t banker hauls his ooins
from the centre of the table with his sharp-
point:d stick, aad the play:rs suck away
at thuir gurgling water pipes. A ocars-
fully arraag:d protzst is mais whan the
visitors enter, but the guide arranges
matt.rs and the play is resumead.

This is just ag complete a fake as the
opium smoking. The sugpoud gs-nblarl
ara just glly-n:tln for tad banefit of ths
visitors, but ch:rv 30 it vory wall, and tha
visitors, espscially the woman, for thare
are women in all of thess parties, go away
i pr%mrly awed.

i is'ts to joss houses, restaurants and

i alleged dens are mada», fak: fighta oocur,

I dramatio soenes are enactad, and by the
time the trip is over the visitors have seen
| about all they can staqd.

{ For a long time thira was a Chinatown
! woman who used to commit suicide every
' night for the banefit of visitors. Sha
' was a good-looking girl and hai a room

at the top of a D )yers straet ten ym3nt.

For a long while the fake opium amokln%
took place in her room. A romantic anc
touching tale of this girl's downfall used
to be told confidentially to visitora by the
gluides. so that she was an objeot of special

terest.

' At a certain stage of the exhibition each
night sl}lle woiuld n‘tgrt,le the visltor? by
tossing her p aside, orytnﬁ out, “I am
tired gf all mﬁ‘?- and then taking a hasty
swallow from a bottle labelled "carbolio
acid.” She would fall groaning to the floor

and the guide would hustle the visitors
away 8o they wouldn't be arrested as wit-
n

esses.
The fake suicide was a howling suoccess
and a t money-maker for the woman
who dla it. The wardman from the Eliza-
beth street station put the performance
under the ban, however, and the guides
had to cut it out of their répertoire.

The programme described is gone
through as many as a dozen times some
nights and the strange thing is that visitora
never seem to detect the imposition They
swallow it all with perfect confidence and
pay as much as $5 a head sometimes for the
evening's entertainment.

BADGES FOR BAD BOYS

A Gerry Boriety Officer Who Deesn't Be
lieve In the Parols System.

An officer of the Gerry soc'ety says he
does not believe in the parole system in
use in the Children’s Court, whereby little
offenders against the lawas are allowed to
have their liberty after conviction under
condition that they make frequent reports
to the parole officers. He believes that
this parole system reckons without the
idiosyn rasy of the boy's nature, which
makes a hero of the bad boy, and con-
siders it a distinction to be whipped in
school.

“When I was a boy," said the Gerry man,
*we had a certain set to which none could
attain who hadn't been punished by the
teacher. I remember the first time I had
my hands whacked and the difference in
' the greetings beatowed on me after school

by iads whose ocompany 1 had always

wanted to be in.
{ “One of them is now an editor in Rome
' and another is a lawyer of good standing in

New York. They were never boys

but mischievous, and it was mumdemi

the proper thing'to take the hardest kind
of wi ggﬁn. on the hands without a mur-
mur, e used to rosin our hands daily
' in order to be in condition to bnr'mohdly
a heavy application of the teacher's ruler.
I got it many times, but it never hurt much.
Whatever the theory upon which the
unishment was inflicted it was a failure.
me-d of being considered a degradation
by us we regarded a hand whacking as
something to be sought. It is true that
other good little bozu looked upou us as
umdoned youth who ought to bow our
heads inshame at being publicly whipped.

“We ro‘:rdod it in another ufm. however,

i

: ‘,‘,‘d uml g:‘;n afraid. the l"h;:; w‘p;:;r:
t ro
i lr: ond. he ﬁoyo on parole show

these udly and are envied by

their fouoiv‘:‘ w%r:h‘ven't had the honor o

being arrested and haled before a Judge.
‘H it creates anything, this wearing of

le badges, It creates a spirit of emula-

| tion to get into the toils of the law, and
I think the parole system is likely
arease

g b
the number of young criminai® .~




